
The Tragecdt o 

And thefc fame thoughts people this little world, 

Iu humours like the people of this world : 

For no thought is contented : the better fort, 

As thoughts ofthings diuine are intermixt 

With fcn:ples,and do fet die word it felfc 

Againd thy vyord,as thus:Come;litdcQues,and then againe 

It is as hard to come, as for a Cammed 

T o threed the foiall poderne of a fraall needles eye : 

Thoughts tending to ambition they doe plot 

Vnlikely wonders : how diefe vaine weake nayles 

May tearc a paffage thot-ow the flinty ribs 

Of this hard world, my ragged prifon^valles: 

And for they cannot die in their owne pride, 

Thoughts tending to content,flatter themfelues. 

That they arc not the firft of Fortunes flaues. 

Nor Hi all not be the laft.like feely beggars*, 

Who fittingin the Stockcs, refuge their lhame, 

That many liaue, and others mud fit there* 

And iri this thoughtthey finde a kind of eafe. 

Bearing their owne misfortunes on the backe 
Offueh as haue before indurjc the like. < 

Thus play I in one Prifon many people, 

And none contented ; fometimes am I a King, 

Then treafons make me with my felfc a Begger, 

And fo I am : then crufhing Penurie 
Perfwades me I was better when a King) 

Then ami a King againe, and by and by. 

Thinks that I am vnkingdc by 

And ftraite am nothing. But what ere I be. 

Nor I, nor any man,that but man is. 

With nothing lhall 6e pleafde, till he be cafde 

With being nothing.Muficke dol hcarej Jl/.njkkt ftytlt 

Hajha^keepe time*, how fowrefweeteMufiekei3i 
When Time is broke, and no proportion kept) 

So is it in the muficke ofmens Hues: 

And hecre haue I the daintinefle of care 

Toche&c Time broke ^ 




Ting Richard the Second. 

feut for the concord of my date and time. 

Had not an eare to hcaremy true Time broke: 

I waded Time,and now^otbTimewademe : 

For now* hath X hue made his niunbring clockcj 
My thoughts are minuts,and with fighes they iarre. 
Their watches on vnto mine eyes the outward watch 
Whereto my Finger like a Dials poynt, 

Is poynting dill, in cleanfing them from i teares. 

Now fir,the found that cels w*hat houre it is, 

Arc clamorous groanes, which ftrike vpon my heart. 
Which is the Bell : fo fighes, and T cares, and Groanes, 
Shew Minutes, Times, and Houres : but my Time 
lUmnes polling on in •iullwgbrookfs proud ioy. 

While I Hand fo oling heerc his iackc of the Clockc : 
This Mufickeraaddes me, let it found no more, 
Forlhdugh it haue holpemadd men to their wits, 

In me it feemes it will make wife men madd . 

Yet blefsmg on his heart that giues it me. 

For t’is a figne oflone : aud loue to Ruhard, 

Is a drangc Brooch in this al -hating world . 

Sntsr a Cjrocme of the Sltibic. 

Grornt. Haile royall Prince. 

3 {ich. Thanlccs noble Peare: 

The cheapcft of vs is ten groats too dcarc. 

What art thou? and how commed thou hither. 

Where no man neuer comes but that fad Dogge, 

That bringes me food to make misfortune hue* 

Cjroome. I was a poore Groome of thy liable, King, 
When thou wert King : who trauelling towards Yorkc, 
With much adoe(at length) haue gotten leaue. 

To looke vpon my fometimes rovallmaiders face: 

Oh how it ernd my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftrectes that Coronation day, 

When 'Bullrngbrool^e rode on Roane Barbarie, 

That Horfe,that thou fo often had bedride, 

That Horfe,that I fo carefully haue drefh 
tyh' Rode he on Barbaric, tell me gentle friend, 
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